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	Baggy Clothes

**A/N This is from a prompt on Tumblr. Writers Block's been kicking my ass lately lol**

Benson was…weird.

Not in behaviour, but in clothing.

No he didn't dress up in crazy colours and no he didn't wear his clothes backwards everyday.

No.

He wore baggy clothing.

Everyday, as Mordecai was raking the leaves with him, he would always glance up at the guy and wonder:

Was that all he had to wear? Did everything get eaten by moths? Were these old hand me downs his mother gave him cause he was so poor? Or did he purposefully choose clothes that didn't fit him? And if so,

Why?

Those questions bit at his mind for at least 3 months but he never dared say anything. The other workers just let it happen. No one brought it up which confused the hell out of Mordecai. Wouldn't someone've mentioned it at least _once_?

It was just a thing Benson did. And everyone left it alone. Except for Mordecai.

God he had to find out why. It was hardly important and Mordecai had better things to concentrate on, but this'd been bugging him since day one of this job and the other employees had kept their mouths shut for a long time. Seeing him turn up in the same baggy shirts and pants was fine but having to work alongside him every single day made the questions run in his head until they'd finished.

So finally, after 3 tiring months of wondering, he brought it up to Rigby. He did hesitate though of course. I mean, he didn't want to be rude; just outright asking. Benson possibly had a perfectly good reason for wearing baggy clothing, but…with everyone else so neatly dressed and clean cut (at times with exceptions) it made him cock an eyebrow at seeing such a faithful worker being clothed in things two sizes too big. And the fact that everyone was quiet about it made him more determined than ever to find out _why_.

"Hey Rigby?"

They shared a room and it was easy to spot who's side was who's. Also who's things were who's. Despite the similarities, the two had extreme differences with Mordecai being tidy and organised and Rigby being a giant Mess.

Rigby was lounging on his bed, tossing a ball at the wall before catching it..as he'd been doing for 6 minutes; 6 minutes of Mordecai working up the courage to talk about it for the very first time.

"Yeah?" He continued to throw and catch as Mordecai struggled to get the words out.

He tossed the comic in his hands aside to get the sentence to make sense, but it was so _hard_. He thought he'd be offending Benson, but when the reminder of no one saying a thing on it came back in his mind, that just gave him the motivation to push forward.

He sat on the edge of his bed with his hands in front of him, turning them this way and that to get the words to string a proper sentence.

"Do you uh…"

"Do I….." Rigby asked. Throw and catch. Throw and catch.

Mordecai hesitated to think. He didn't know why he wanted to word this carefully; it was only Rigby after all. But the thought of Benson just held him back.

"Look man," Throw and catch. "If this is about CJ, I've told you plenty of times that I'm cool with it, alright? She's a cool chick!"

Mordecai rolled his eyes, "I know dude."

"Then what?" Rigby laughed a little as he caught the ball before throwing it at the wall again.

He chewed on his bottom lip for a few seconds then trailed his eyes back up to Rigby who's attention was Set on the baseball. He watched it bounce on the wall a couple times as he got his sentence together, his fingers curling around the mattress.

"Do youuuu…"

Rigby sighed. Throw and catch. "Come on Mordecai spit it out!"

"Ugh! Do you know why Benson wears baggy clothes all the time?" Mordecai yelled.

The room went still.

Rigby caught the ball for the final time but didn't say a word for about 10 seconds which made Mordecai's stomach knot. After some agonising silence, Rigby finally turned around on his blanket to face his roommate- and Mordecai was stunned to see his face drained a little of colour.

"You don't know?"

His voice was soft. Really soft, Mordecai didn't know if he'd heard him right…but he frowned.

"Know what?" His harsh tone cut through the tense atmosphere that'd built up as he felt those questions brimming at the edge of his mind again.

Rigby glanced at the baseball and Mordecai's frown deepened when he began to run the ball through his palm. He didn't speak for a bit longer.

"You haven't," Rigby's eyes fixed on him- he looked frigging terrified. "You haven't said anything to him, have you?"

Mordecai waved a hand in the air, "Like?"

"Anything offensive?" Rigby asked.

Mordecai tilted his head as he folded his arms, "Could you be anymore vague, Rigby?"

Rigby put a finger to his lips before speaking and Mordecai noticed that his voice did raise a bit, "Have you asked him any questions?"

Mordecai shrugged as he scoffed, "Well, I was gonna ask him the question I asked you, but I thought that I should ask you before incase I offended him."

A sudden smile split across Rigby's lips, "Oh, you would've offended him alright." He giggled as he turned back around to toss the baseball against the wall and just like that, the entire atmosphere changed again. Mordecai uncurled his arms to lean forward an inch, watching the ball fall back into Rigbys hands.

"What'd you mean?"

Rigby only glanced back but Mordecai could see the smile, "Believe it or not man you're the first person to bring this up."

"Why, did everyone just instinctively know?"

"No, it just bugged me so much that I searched it on the internet and I told everyone."

Mordecai gave Rigby a deadpan look but it went unnoticed. He made a mental note to kick himself afterwards for his idiocy.

"You know," Rigby caught the ball in both hands then turned back to him. "If it'd been on your mind for so long, you could've just researched it like me."

Mordecai wanted to throttle him.

Rigby smiled a toothed grin then went back to his game.

"Are you gonna tell me?"

"Tell you what?" Throw and catch.

Mordecai gave an exasperated sigh, "Why Benson wears baggy clothes all the time."

"Oh, right," Throw and catch. "It's cause he has autism."

Mordecai sat there for a moment before asking, "Autism?"

His voice was quiet and Rigby paused to look at him again, "Yeah. It's a neurological disorder. Affects the brain."

"I know what a neurological disorder is," Mordecai clicked his tongue. "How does that explain the choice of outfits?"

Rigby rubbed the ball between his palms, eyeing it as he waved a hand airily, "Something to do with sensory processing. I only skimmed the article."

Mordecai held a hand to his cheek, "Some help you are." He paused, "So….the clothing messes with his sensors?"

"The fabric."

"What?"

Rigby dropped the ball, "The fabric messes with his sensors. Too constricting or…something."

"Huh…" Mordecai pursed his lips, "And you never told me this, why?"

"Didn't think it mattered," he answered simply with a shrug as he picked up the ball again. He turned to go back to the game but Mordecai interrupted him.

"Dude, this's all I've been thinking about for the last 3 months."

"Benson in baggy clothes?"

Mordecai frowned, "_Why_ Benson's been in baggy clothes."

"Ohhhh….." He paused before holding the ball up a little for Mordecai to see. "Can I go back to my game now?"

Mordecai blinked then waved a hand, "Oh..oh yeah, sure."

"Thanks."

Mordecai watched him a little longer then groaned as he stood…but when he didn't hear the thud of the ball, he paused to see Rigby's eyes meet his again.

"Don't…don't ask him anything, okay?"

Mordecai's hand rested on the bedhead, "What?"

Rigby turned right around so he was lying on his stomach with the baseball in his hand, "He gets offended when people bring it up."

"But..how would you know if you researched it?"

Rigby hesitated, his eyes following the ball rolling in his fingers, "Muscle Man said something after I told him," He smiled a little in amusement before looking back at Mordecai. "It didn't go well as you can imagine."

Mordecai nodded, "Right."

The ball hit the wall and Mordecai left the room.

They'd been assigned to plant rose flowers in the garden that afternoon. As thankful as Mordecai was for the hot sun to let the plants grow, he also wished the park had solar power; he was dying outside.

He would've poured the watering can on himself if Bensons incessant barking didn't stop him from doing so.

His conversation with Rigby continued to playback in his head and he now looked at Benson with a new perspective, now understanding the choice of clothing. His shirt hung on his body and Mordecai almost wished he wore shirts that were way too big…especially today. His clung to his torso, making Mordecai groan.

He shielded his eyes from the sun as he shoved another rose in the soil, "Benson, it's so hot. Can I please-"

"-No, we need the water for the roses."

Mordecai gestured to the dripping tap and waited for Benson to turn around before speaking, his voice whiny, "But there's more water in the tap."

Benson frowned, "We're not wasting it, Mordecai."

"Uggggghhh

He went back to planting to ignore him, "You can go dunk your head in a kiddie pool if you want."

Mordecai frowned as he eyed all the roses they'd finished off but his gaze trailed beside him when he saw Benson taking off his shirt.

"What're you doing?"

Benson stopped, "Huh?" He turned with his hands on the back of it and their eyes met. "I'm…taking off my shirt."

Mordecai stared at him, "Why?"

"Because it's hot?" Benson asked. "Anymore questions?"

"N-no, I just…" He cleared his throat, "was wondering…."

Benson rolled his eyes before throwing the fabric beside him and Mordecai looked quickly away when he felt his cheeks warm.

It was from the sun….right? The heat?

The two got on with the job with Mordecai praying he wouldn't get heatstroke as he planted 4 more roses. Benson was almost done with his pile, he noticed and his face started to burn when Benson looked over at him. He expected some snark remark about how he'd only gotten through a quarter of his pile but what came out instead just made him silently ask every god for heatstroke.

"If you're so hot, you can take your shirt off."

Mordecai felt his body flush and he knew it wasn't from the sun this time. He spun round with a smile fixed on his face, "Oh! No..I'm okay, Benson thanks."

Benson raised an eyebrow, "You sure?

"Yeah! I mean, we're almost done anyway."

Benson's gaze trailed to what roses they had left, "I guess…."

Wanting to get it over with, Mordecai looked back at his row and grabbed a plant. Benson slowly patted the soil down on one of his roses but eyed Mordecai for the remainder of the job until he'd finished his pile. Mordecai swallowed when he saw Benson move to grab his shirt and throw it back on before giving the final plant a bit of extra water.

"How many more've you got?" Benson sidled up to him and Mordecai almost just about died on the spot.

"Uh….3."

Benson looked down, "You've got 5 left."

"R-really? I didn't…I thought I had 3, hahaaa…"

He grabbed two plants before Mordecai could speak, "Here, if I help you, we'll get the job done faster," He finally moved back to his side making Mordecai breath a sigh of relief and he found himself working a bit quickly, his gaze cutting to Benson every few seconds as he let Rigby's words filter through.

_"Don't ask him anything."_


End file.
